sleep. He walked up and down, thinking of all the pris-    169
ons he had known in Russia, thinking of Siberia—and
now a new kind of prison—a German one, Must it be his
fate always to go to prison for Poland's independence?
Early the next morning—July twenty-third—he was
taken to the railroad station where he waited in a special
room reserved for dignitaries, with four tall gendarmes
and a Prussian captain. His old friend Sosnkowski,
arrested also the night before, was brought in. They were
put into a second-class compartment, each seated between
two gendarmes. Changing trains at Poznan late in the
afternoon, they traveled north to Dantzig.
It was one o'clock in the night when they arrived.
They went on foot through the sleeping town, not to the
barracks, but to a prison. Their luggage was searched,
their money and watches taken away, and they were led
off to their cells. One small grated window, high up; a
bunk made of tin, with a straw mattress reeking of dis-
infectant; an iron table fastened to the wall: one stool;
a frightful smell. They were allowed to get food from
outside. They could have half an hour's exercise each day
in a small courtyard, accompanied by an armed guard.
Six days later they were told to get ready for a jour-
ney. Their walk to the station made a great sensation,
for their escort was an !N*,C.(X and two gendarmes with
loaded rifles and bayonets fixed. The crowds were first
curious, then aggressive and threatening. But they were
not molested.
They were put on the train for Berlin, where they
arrived the next morning at sunrise. An hour's walk
through the center of the city to another station, and
then a third-class compartment for the short ride to the
fortress of Spandau. There the two friends were sepa-
rated. Pilsudski looked worn out, Sosnkowski thought;
his face was tired and pale.
The cell was larger than in Dantzig, but no walks were
allowed, no outside food. Breakfast was a brown liquid

